A full house of poets by unknown
JOHN w1LuAMs The Skaters 
Graceful and sure with youth, the skaters glide 
Upon the frozen pond. Unending rings 
Expand upon the ice, contract, divide, 
Till motion seems the shape that movement brings, 
And shape is constant in the moving blade. 
Ignorant of the beauty they invent, 
Confirmed in their hard strength, the youths evade 
Their frail suspension on an element, 
This frozen pond that glitters in the cold. 
Through all the warming air they turn and spin, 
And do not feel that they grow old 
Above the fragile ice they scrape and thin. 
R. P. 01cKEY The Columns 
University of Missouri, Columbia 
Look: from base to twin volutes 
the limestone surges upward 
six times to the weather. 
An old fire razed the building 
they used to front, and now 
their attitude makes a souvenir. 
Ivy ascends idiosyncratically 
the fixed symmetrical pillars; 
landscape janitors keep an eye. 
But vines still won't grow 
on the one some legendary 
lover splashed with his woman's blood. 
Flooded with light, the columns 
dominate the quiet evening air 
with meanings that break through 
bureaucracy and all the ironic 
chips struck daily by students 
on sidewalks going everywhere 
through changing climates of mind. 
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A Full House of Poets is a "record of what 
can occur over a period of years to a person 
who is fortunate enough to remain in con-
tact with the young at one institution," 
says Don Drummond, who retired last fall 
as a professor of English at Mizzou. 
Twelve alumni poets and two former Uni-
versity English professors are featured in 
the collection, edited by Drummond. Be-
sides the alumni whose works are presented 
here, others in the book are Roma Ball, 
Trudy Madden, Charles Willig, Bill Zander, 
John Hall, and Scott Buchanan. R. K. Mein-
ers and Donald Justice are the former teach-
ers included. 
"The justification [for the book], if there be 
any," Drummond says, "lies in the fact 
that the poems should be read ." 
The paperback, spiral-bound book was 
published by Lucas Brothers Publishers 
(Missouri Book Store) and sells for $3.95. 
The book won't win any prizes for graph-
ics-it really isn't very well printed-but it 
is an interesting and, as Drummond says, 
"eclectic" collection of poems by persons 
who have some roots on the Columbia 
Campus. 0 
A Full Hou se of Poe ts , Copyright © 1974, Donald F . 
Drummond 
JAMEs TAYLOR Missing 
Persons 
There are people 
who just disappear: 
an abandoned car 
somewhere in St. Louis, 
clothes and furniture 
still in place, a pay check 
never claimed. 
These are ones never found 
in shallow graves of quick-lime 
or in suicidal motel rooms 
or whooping it up on credit cards 
in Tampico. 
I mean the ones you've known 
who have vanished, 
who return 
only to run a pale hand across the window-pane 
who you curse when family begins to die 
and there is no place, no one 
to write to. 
ALAN sTEPHENs Bearing at a Sierra Resort 
" the young Pans were Fabled to torment 
mankind with all sorts of 
apparitions." -A dictionary 
My wife and I stand watching 
our three small sons veer and skid 
in dust scattered with mica, 
points of light zigzag with them 
down the fragrant trough of air 
the road makes in the trees-road 
and roadside store are quiet. 
Some tourist in her forties, 
motionless in a chrome chair 
by the door, legs crossed, in dark 
green slacks, pale, with black glasses, 
eyebrows and hair dead black, mouth 
like a segment of red string, 
insolently watches us. 
Our sons come eddying back 
just as a sports car turns in 
and stops, motor still running-
the rear end , like that of a 
wasp which has just alighted, 
stands quivering-the driver 
climbs out and heads for the store. 
We all watch. He is barefoot, 
in swimming trunks, near twenty; 
clear features. The dignity 
of pleasure makes him heedful , 
unhurried, picking his way. 
And though not effeminate, 
he is girlish - looked after. 
Waiting in the car, crowded 
in the two seats, another 
boy and two girls redispose, 
without conversing, their good 
arms, shoulders, legs; eased anew 
amongst calm pressures a breast 
springs firmly in its ruffle. 
And Timothy, his bare feet 
well set under his outthrust 
brown belly, sunlight twisted 
in the pale metal of his 
hair, stamps and cries out to them 
a little rough challenge, like 
a baby faun , by a pine! 
Stillness ; one girl smiles, the boy 
stares down incuriously 
as his friend brings out their beer 
past the woman by the door 
who makes no sign, on the far 
side of us all, dead black hair 
vigorous as the night-mare. 
v1cToR1A Mc cAsE On Leaving 
the Roommates 
Soaring from one moment 
to the next we have repelled 
each other, loved hated scorned 
the mutual ground we lived upon; 
ironed cheap curtains amidst bitchery, 
scrabbled over housekeeping, turned 
parties into midnights, delighted, 
provoked, ignored, walked all over 
and so the years argued on involving 
ourselves in each other's instance. 
Today in this foreign city the wind 
sheaves coldly through my light 
jersey dress; not even the birds 
compensate this desertion. 
THoMAs Mc AFEE The Hobo Retired 
Perhaps he is dead. Or living toothless 
old days with chiJdren he sired as 
he traveled. Old hulk of talk, endured 
by Christian children who made good 
in the suburbs, who are ashamed of him 
in his underwear on the porch. He can 
name the stars, talk towns unheard of. 
He knows secrets he hints at and 
won't tell. But nobody wants to know his secrets. 
Sometimes he gets a card from a buddy: 
Rubberneck Joe, Big Ed, Ole Alabam. 
But he never answers. Won't he die? 
No one can watch TV in peace 
for the stories he tells. 
m1ssouR1 aLUmnus / 23 
